Young  Wazemmes   showing  somebody  in.     My secretary ..."
He could have stayed there for hours just looking at it and dreaming. He could have played at opening doors and shutting them again, at imagining a client coming in. As a matter of fact, would there be any clients to come in ? That was something to worry about later.
" I've got all this. There's no mistake about that. Whatever happens, I shall have had it. And Fve got the money for it. Not a halfpenny of debts. On the contrary, still seventeen thousand francs ahead of the game, once everything is paid for. Seventeen thousand four hundred, about. I might have taken up my quarters here. There's plenty of vacant space. That would have saved me the rent of my roorri. A couch in the corner of my office or in Wazemmes's room. But it wouldn't have been the same thing any more. Wouldn't leave me these fine, square rooms. Wouldn't leave me the big, neat offices of my Agency, It would have made the whole thing mean. Besides, where can you put all your stuff: clothes and trunks and all the rest of it ? In the kitchen ? No. I want to put a regular lavatory and cloak-room in there, later on.
" Besides, there are women to think about. I don't want the concierge here to have any remarks to make about me. . . . c Monsieur Haverkamp ? Oh yes, he's perfectly respectable. . . .' I don't want her to have to keep her eyes shut, either. Besides, I have my rule : never have a woman sticking her nose into your business. Never let them know how much money I have, or even just how I make it. That's the best way of keeping out of trouble."
When they went out again, Wazemmes plucked up all his courage.
" I want to go into the post-office, just for a moment. Don't wait for me, monsieur. If you keep straight on, I'll catch up with you."
** Oho, going to pick up a letter from a little friend of yours, are you ? "

